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That you hauc fucli a Fcbriiaric face, 

So full of fro ft, of ftonuc,and clowdincffc. 

I thinke he thinkes vpon the fauage bull: 

Tufli fcare not tnan.vvcelctip thy homes with gold, 
And all Europa ftiall rcioyce at thee. 

As once Europa did atluftie ^ouc, 

When he would play the noble bcaft in loue. 

Bene, Bull loue fir had an amiable lowc. 

And fbme fuch ftrangc bull leapt your fathers cowc, 

And ^ot a calfe in that fame noble featc. 

Much like to yon, for you haue iuft his blcatc, 

£nt er ' hr ot herytleroy Beatrice, Margaret yVr/u fa. 

Qau. For this I oweyou:here conacs other recknings. 
Which is the Lady I muftfeizevpon? 

Leo. This fame is fhc, and Ido giueyouher. 

Claud, Why tl>en fliccs mine,fvvect,lct me fee your face. 

Leon. No that you floall not till you take her hand, 
Before this Frier, and fweare to marrj'hir. 

Claud, Giue me your hand before this holy Frier, 
lam your husband ifyou likcofmc* 

Hero And when I liu*d I w^as your other wife. 

And when you loued, you were my other husband. 

Claud Another Hero. 

Hero Nothing certainer. 

One Hero died defildc,but I do Hue, 

And fiircly as I Hue, I am a raaidc. 

Prince T he former Hero, Hero that is dead. 

Leon. She died xny Lord, but whiles her flaunder liu d. 

Frier All this amazement can I qualific, 

When after that the holy rites are ended, 

He tell you largely of faire Heroes death, 

Meanc time let wonder leeme familiar. 

And to thechappell let vsprefently. 

Ten, Soft and foire Frier, which is Beatrice? 

Teat^ I anfwcr to that name, what is yoiu* will? 

Bene. Do not you loue me? 

Teat^ Why no, no more then rcafon. 
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Bent. Why then your vncle, and the. prince, and Claudio, 
Hauc becnc deceiued, they fworc ypu did. 

^eat. Do not you loue mt? 

'Rene. Troth no, no more then rcalbn. 

Reat. Why then my cofin Margaret and Vrfiila 
Are much dccciu’d.for they did fweare you did. 

Rene. Thcyfworcthatyouwcrealmoft fickc forme. 

Beat. They fworc that you were welnigh dead for me. 

Rene. Tisnofiichmatter,thcnyoudonotloueme. 

Reat. No truly,but in friendly recompence. 

Leon. Come cofin, I am hire yon loue the gentleman. 

Qm. And ilc belwornc vpon’t, that he loues her. 

For hercs a paper written in his hand, 

A halting Ibnnet of his ownc pure brafne, 

FaOiioned to Beatrice. 

'tiero And hercs another. 

Writ in my cofins hand,ftolne from her pocket. 

Containing her afFeftion vnto Bcncdicke. 

Rene. A miraclc,hercs our ownc hands againft our hearts: 
come, I will hauc thee, but by this light I take thee for pittie. ' 

Reat. I would not denie you, but by this good day, I yccid 
vpon great perfwafion/and partly to fauc your hfc , for I was 
told, you wereina confumption. 

Peace I will flop your mouth, 

Prince How doft thou Bcncdicke the married man? 

Bene. lie tel thee what princcta colledgc of witte-crackejs 
cannotnout me out of iny humour, doft thou think I care for 
a Satyre or an Epigramroc ? no, if a man will be beaten with 
braines, a foal! weare nothing h.-infome about him: in briefc, 
incc 1 doepurpofe to marric,! will thinknothing to aniepur- 
po c that the world can laic again ft it, and therfore ncuer flout 
at ine, or what I haue laid againft it: for man is a giddic thing, 
and thisis my conclufion : for thy part Claudio, I did thinke 
o aue beaten thee but in that thou art like to bemykinlman, 
iiue vnbruifde,and loue my coulen, 

boptc thou w'ouldft haue denied Beatrice, 
a raig It haue cudgelld thee out of thy^ngle life, to malfe 
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